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about Mussolini and her interview with him and the greatness
of Italy, rottenness of France, and muddledness of England.
Loud voice, very tedious. A Fascist, carrying the insignia,
and the official card with photograph. I had to sit opposite
to her at lunch. She tried hard to get up a talk, but I beat
her off. All her ideas were wrong. But if anything evil hap-
pened to her in Italy she might well change them all. Her
acquaintance with Italian customs and Italian was such that
when she got her lunch bill and saw " Tassa di Bollo " at the
foot of it, she called the waiter and said she hadn't had any
tassa. She talked French volubly and not well.
The sunset round about Civita Vecchia was richly marvellous.
Such a thing as you couldn't see in England. The whole day
was lovely, and quite warm. Lovely bright leaves and blossoms
on the trees everywhere. Especially after emerging from the
Mont Cenis tunnel, and later it was marvellous.
Rome-Taormina Train, Sunday, April xjth.
I had another good night, despite trams and other things out-
side. I hired a car, after lots of various letter-writing and
note-making, and drove to S. Maria Maggiore, St. Peter's, S.
Giovanni Laterano and Santa Croce, and made notes on the
same. I also drove up to the Garibaldi Monument (Monte
Gianicolo). All this in two hours. I did not feel like lunch-
ing wholesale in the hotel, so I went out and found a little
trattoria, and ate there. Then hired a horse cab, and went
to the Pincio Gardens. Very dusty everywhere in Rome. Paid
bill and made arrangements, and then went for a walk. The
Terme in front of the station was closed, but the church (I
forget the name) was open, and I went in there and found in
the vast place a congregation evidently waiting for a sermon.
When I looked at my watch it was 5.25. Train due at 6. I
hurried off. I only caught the train by six minutes. It left
one minute late, but got to Naples on time.
S. Domenico Palace Hotel, Taormina, Sicily, Mo*nday, April 18$.
No restaurant on the train between Naples and Sicily. The
car-conductor made black coffee in a little kettle at the end
of the corridor. I had two cups with great joy at 8 a.m.
We got to S. Giovanni fairly on time (9.35), but fiddled about
some time in getting carriages 3 abreast on the steamer-ferry.
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